CHAPTER IX

THE   HILL   TRACTS   OF   CHITTAGONG
1866-67

LOOKING back at the events of those past few weeks, I felt
deeply thankful to God for my preservation throughout so
many dangers. Death, possibly by torture or slavery, would
certainly have been our lot had we been captured by the
Shendiis; but, in spite of the failure of the expedition, I
thought, and still think, that our lack of success was
attributable more to ill-luck than to mismanagement.

The Shendiis, who acted as our guides, were of a clan which
was at feud with the village whence came the party which we
met in the forest, and this party was at the time out on a
marauding expedition when we unluckily fell in their way. On
the part of the Shendias from Kheynung's, who had sworn
friendship with us, I felt sure there was neither collusion nor
treachery. I had eaten with them ; laughed, drunk, and
smoked in their company ; we were friends, in fact, and they
had more to gain than to lose by our safe conduct. It will also
be remembered that, when about to seek safety in flight, Yitcfaee
invited me to accompany him, and he must subsequently have,
ib&en at considerable trouble to effect the restoration of tHe'
Valuable sword which I had lent him, and which, had he been
dishonest, he would most certainly have retained*

That chapter, however, was closed, and at Akyab I remember
how strange everything seemed, after all the excitement and
rough adventure of forest life, to find oneself once more safe
,aad sound among English people, putting on clean linen, and
sitting at meat like Christian inen.

1 telegraphed to Chittagong for my police yacht, the " Foam,"
to be sent round to Akyab, in order that I might return by sea
:to my district. The open air life 1 had been living for so many
weeks, the constant change of scene, combined with the severe
bodily exercise, had prevented my taking much thought